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The entrance faced north, looking across the square
to the bazaars. Inside, the building was offset, that the
Mullah's niche might point to Mecca. So cleverly was this
achieved that we did not realize, until we had walked all
round and again emerged, that we were facing in a different
direction.

The great doorway, tiled in turquoise, lapis lazuli,
green, and yellow, rose from squat inset pillars of carved
Yezd alabaster, highly polished by years of loving attention
from straying hands and bodies. The big doors, panelled
in beaten brass, stood open. Within, the central theme
was an immense flagged courtyard, wherein two shallow
pools, surface like black glass, reflected the domes above.
Words failed us when we tried to appreciate the beauty.
Each court, connected by cloisters, seemed too good to be
true. Certainly no other could surpass it in beauty.
Courts gave off in unexpected places, some open to the
heavens and to the inevitable pigeons; some with ceilings
tiled in fantastic and telling patterns. Dignified bowls in
stone or alabaster provided water wherein worshippers
might perform ablutions, especially upon eyes, nose, and
mouth. One or two of these bowls were empty and gave
forth a clear ring when we tapped them.

Our guide led us step by step to the largest hall, niche
centring one side, the others supported by pillars, and
giving on to yet more courts. So high that it made us
dizzy to contemplate, the dome rose blue, yellow, and
green; floral patterns alternating in vast conception. One
huge block of alabaster formed the Mullah's pulpit and
steps. Curious children clustered open-mouthed around
us, until a venerable old man laid about him with a hazel
switch, causing delighted shrieks to echo in the vastness
around. The mosque, famed for perfect resonance, was
ideally designed for the exhortations of the priests. Rumi
proudly extolled its virtues.

"This mosque," he said, "has a secret, which I will tell
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